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Three Sides to Every Story 


Marko paces outside of Tony's apartment. He's skipped school for the millionth time just to meet up with Tony. 


School can wait over important stuff. 
Like a new band. 


Marko takes a hit of his cigarette and continues to pace. He's not even sure when Tony will be home, but this 


can't wait. 

Or can it? 

Marko frowns, remembering the two previous bands Tony was with him in. He left both to form others. 
But that was different? Wasn't it? 


Marko jumps at the sound of a car pulling beside him. He snorts at the beat up, red Fiat and waits for him to 
get out. 


Tony gets out of the car and locks it. He glances up and blinks. "Marko?" 
Marko flushes, nodding at Tony and shuffling his feet all at the same time. 


Tony laughs, flipping his short hair to the side and motions Marko to his door. "Come in. You might as well, 
since it beats standing out here freezing to death." 


Marko pitches his cigarette and steps inside Tony's apartment. Despite seeing it for the past couple years, it 
seems to change every time Marko comes in. Tony is never satisfied with the placement of anything at times, 


shuffling it around until it works. Kind of like his life. 


Tony hangs up his coat and toes off his shoes. "You want something to drink? | got Coke and probably some 


juice somewhere." 
Marko takes off his shoes and puts them next to Tony's. He stands beside the door. "Um, no. I'm good” 


Tony's eyebrow raises and he digs into the fridge for a beer. "You sure? Hell, if you don't tell anyone, you can 


have a beer." 
Marko shuffles in place. "No, that's ok." 
Tony exits the kitchen and slumps down on a ratty couch. He looks up at Marko with a confused look. "You ok?" 


Marko nods, finally coming away from the door and heading inside the living room. "Yeah, l'm good." He hesitates 


and then sits down next to Tony. 

"lim not buying it, Marko. Out with it" 

Marko plays with his hands, staring at the ground. "Well, |.um.." 

Tony takes a swig of beer, wincing a little at the taste. "You're forming another band." 

Marko blinks and glances up. "How did you.." 

Tony laughs, sitting closer to Marko. "Because it's the only time you're this nervous around me." 
Marko flushes. "Um, yeah. It's a rock band. Nothing fancy, but we don't have a singer. 

Tony sighs, leaning back on the couch. "We've been down this route before." 

"Yeah, um, | know. It's just that. think you'd be perfect for it" 


Tony smiles, stretching out across the coffee table. "You say that every time too." 


Marko sighs. "I know but this time it's different. The guys are..we're really good together." 

"Anyone | know?" 

Marko shakes his head. "No, just some school mates. But there's this..connection I've never had it before." 
Tony rolls his eyes. "You've said that before too. And you know l'm still in the first band you tried this with." 
Marko makes a face. "That can't compare to this. It's just a bunch of dudes playing random stuff" 

"And this won't be?" 

Marko looks down at the table. "No, this is different” 

Tony takes another drink of his beer. "So you keep saying. Ok, what are they like?" 

"Huh?" 

Tony pulls Marko's head up. "The guys in this new band. What are they like?" 

Marko blinks, his brain trying to process Tony's hand under his chin. "Um, good?" 

Tony lets go and laughs. "I'd hope so, but thats not what | mean. What are they like? Funny? Smart? Stupid?" 
‘Oh, um, funny. Tommy is always cracking jokes and Jani is..funny.” 

Tony laughs again. "| assume Tommy is the bassist and Jani the drummer?" 

Marko shakes his head. "No, Tommy plays drums and Jani plays guitar." 

Tony blinks at him. "Guitar? But you play guitar. Who plays bass?" 

Marko flushes. "Well, we don't have one yet 

"So you have a new band without a bassist that you want me to sing for." 

Marko shakes his head. "When you say it like that, it sounds bad but it isn't" 

"The problem is, do | really have the time to be in two bands while finishing up my army duty?" 


Marko glances up. "Well, you could quit the first band." 


Tony snorts, shaking his head. "I'm not like you, Marko. | can't just walk away from a band when it's convenient." 
"Then it's a no?" 

Tony sighs, reaching over to play with Marko's straight hair. "I didn't say that. It's just.every time | get in a 
band with you, you leave. How many more are going to be like this one? After a while, it becomes too 
predictable and you know | hate predictability.’ 

Marko's eyes close, leaning into Tony's hand. 


Tony smiles, rubbing at Marko's head. "At least one thing never changes - you still like head rubs." 


He leans back on the couch, as Tony pulls him closer. Tony lays his head on top of Marko's. "I just don't want 
to get hurt again" 


Marko whispers, "I'm sorry." 

Tony glances down "Somehow l'm going to hear that a lot, aren't |?" 

Marko opens his eyes and looks up at Tony. "I'm messed up, you know that." 

Tony smiles, letting Marko pull his head up, and leans in closer. "Yeah, and you know | can't say no too." 

Marko reaches out to cup Tony's face, rubbing his fingers along the sharp lines of it. "| won't leave this time." 
Tony's eyes flutter shut. "You better not." 

PIE 


Tony paces outside of an apartment building several miles from downtown Kemi. He frowns at the darkened 


lights of an apartment on the second floor and continues to pace. 
He didn't know why he was here. Why he was back again, why he even thought about asking. 
And yet, it was the only place to come. 


Even if it was like a dagger to his heart when he thought back to three years ago. He'd left him again. Like he 
had twice before. 


Why did he keep coming back? Why should he even bother anymore? He should just turn around and leave. 
Never come back and just let the past be the past. 


But he couldn't. 


They had to find someone to play bass. There wasn't an option to just up and quit after a successful debut 


album. He was in it for the long haul, however heartbreaking it might become. 

“Tony? 

He whips around to face him and stammers, "I didn't see you drive up’ 

Marko snorts and heads for his apartment building. "Don't have a car at the moment” 

"You walked home? IFs over three miles from your work" 

Marko pushes the front door open and raises an eyebrow at Tony. "How do you know where | work?" 
Tony flushes and follows him inside the building. "Kemi's not that big and." 

Marko rolls his eyes, heading up the stairs to the second floor. "You've been keeping tabs on me 


Tony ducks his head and climbs up the stairs behind Marko. He laughs nervously. "You know me, | want to make 


sure you're ok" 

Marko sighs, unlocking his apartment door. "The answer is no, Tony" 

Tony blinks. "What?" 

Marko takes off his shoes and stands in the doorway. "You want me to come back. The answer is no 
"But.but how did you. 


Marko snorts. “Tommy and Jani already told me your bassist took off to start a family or whatever. They 


jokingly asked me to join them again over a few beers last week." 
"But..." 


Marko looks into Tony's eyes. "And | said no." He waves his hand at Tony. "You coming here isn't going to 


change that." 


Tony bites his lip and nods. "Fine." He turns to leave and stops by the steps, looking down at them. "It only 
confirms that you just start bands and never finish them. Just like always." 


Marko punches a nearby wall. "Damn you!" 


Tony's shoulders slump. "I'm already damned. Stuck in a neverending cycle of chasing you." 


‘| hate you." 
Tony snorts, a smile crossing his lips. He shakes his head. "I don't believe you. And you miss it” 
Marko sighs. "Get in here. | don't want my asshole neighbors to come out and yell at us." 


Tony turns back around and steps inside Marko's apartment. He rolls his eyes at the smell of stale cigarettes 
and old pizza. "Some things never change." 


Marko closes the door and brushes past Tony for the kitchen. "Wanna a beer?" 
Tony takes off his shoes, placing them next to Marko's converses. "Yeah." 


Marko grabs two beers and shuffles to sit down on the couch. Magazines and empty packs of cigarettes litter 
the coffee table in front. He sets Tony's beer amid it and leans back. 


Tony walks over to the couch to stand in front of Marko. He reaches out to touch Marko's hair but Marko 


moves away. Instead, he sits down next to Marko staring at the beer in front of him. 
Marko sighs, playing with his bottle. "Why?" 

Tony snorts and leans back on the couch, beer in hand. "You know why." 

| had to leave, Tony." 

Tony rolls his eyes and takes a swig of beer. "My ass. You didn't have to do anything. You wanted to leave." 
| had to do my army duty." 

Tony shakes his head. "We would have waited and you know that. You waited for mine." 
| had to get away." 

Tony stares up at the ceiling, willing the tears in his eyes to not fall. "From me." 
Marko sets his beer down on the table, playing with his empty hands. "I just..." 

Tony's eyes drift shut. 

Marko looks over at Tony and frowns. "I'm sorry." 


Tony bites his lip to stop it from quivering. "Somehow | knew you would say that.” 


"And you're right. As always. You're always fucking right!" 
Tony opens his eyes and glances over at Marko. "Sometimes | wish | wasnt" 
Marko sighs, rubbing at his eyes. "I hate you." 


Tony reaches over to touch Marko's arm, pulling it down. He slips his fingers into Marko's, interlocking them. 
"You keep saying that, but | don't believe it. I'll never believe it” 


Marko stares into Tony's eyes. He reaches out with his free hand to cup Tony's face. "I hate..." He pulls it 


closer to his own and kisses him. 


Tony leans back on the couch, pulling Marko on top of him as he lays down. They continue to kiss, deep and 
unyielding until their own hands push them apart. 


Marko looks down at Tony's parted lips and whispers, "! love you." 

Tony pulls Marko's head down, tears gathering his eyes. "I love you too." 

ee eS 

Tony reclines in Elias’ arms and frowns. Elias strokes the top of his head. "What's wrong?" 
"| don't know. Something is off" 

Elias holds Tony closer. "What is?" 


Tony opens his mouth to respond, but then spots Marko standing in the bus doorway. He sighs and wiggles out 
of Elias' arms. "Can you give us a minute, Elias?" 


Elias frowns, and then gets up and leaves the room. 

Tony sits back on the couch and sighs again. "I assume you have something to tell me?" 

Marko shuffles over to the couch, sitting down next to Tony. He twists his hands in his lap. "Yeah." 
Tony's eyes drift shut. "You're leaving again." 

Marko swallows hard. "I'm..." 


"No, don't say it. I've heard it enough over the years." 


Marko sighs, looking over at Tony's closed eyes. "What do you want me to say?" 

Tony's eyes open, looking straight into Marko's. "Tell me, it's not because of me." 

Marko smiles. "It's not. | just. need to do this." He bites his lip. "I don't want to hold the band back." 
Tony reaches out to stroke the side of Marko's bearded face. "You've never held us back." 

"Not yet. | need to find my way now." 

Tony pulls Marko into his arms, stroking his head. "You've grown up." 

Marko snuggles under Tony's chin. "As scary as it sounds, | think | have." 

"You don't need me anymore." 

Marko pulls up and cups Tony's face with both hands. "It's not like that." 

Tony's eyes fill with tears. “Isn't it? You're leaving to start a new life. A new life without me in it" 
Marko pulls Tony into his arms, holding him close. "You will always be in it. I'm not giving you up that easily." 
Tony's eyes drift shut, a smile crossing his lips. "I hope so.” 

"| know so." 

Tony bites his lip. "What are you going to do?" 

"Go back to school." 

Tony snorts, laying his hand across Marko's chest. "Maybe you'll attend it more than high school." 
Marko flushes. "Well, | won't have you to distract me." 


Tony turns and leans into Marko's neck, breathing deeply. "I can't say | don't miss those days. You anxious and 
pacing outside of my apartment smoking away. The first time we kissed and then some." 


Marko's eyes close, thinking back "I'll never forget that right. Watching some shitty movie and giggling. And 
then that" 


"You weren't even nervous. It's like you knew right away." 


Marko smiles and rubs Tony's head. "I didn't have to think about anything, just that" 


"Ill miss you." 
Tears form in Marko's eyes. "Yeah." 
Tony pulls up to look at Marko and whispers, "Good luck" 


He brushes away tears with the back of his hand. He tries to turn away, but Tony pulls his face back toward 


him and smiles. "And you'll miss me too." 
Marko reaches over and holds Tony's face, stroking the sides. He leans in closer. "Always." 


Tony smiles and closes his eyes, feeling Marko's breath on his face. He sighs when Marko captures his lips for 


one final time. 
They both shiver when they part, the warmth slowly leaving their bodies. 
Tony rubs at Marko's fuzzy head and Marko grins. 


Its as it should be. 


